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chafing; unconscious of bathos, the gaol-bird nips back into
prisoi&with a profound sense of release.

So the end of your first journey is probably the best part of
it. On the horizon before you there are no clouds. The value
of native things has been enhanced by separation; their faults
are all forgotten. You look forward with a keen delight to
slipping back once more into those surroundings whose
cloying and oppressive familiarity drove you away. It is lovely
to be home again,, you think. Naturally: for you do not know
as yet what a dreadful thing it is to be a Returned Traveller.

Poor innocent, you even like the prospect. You hope that
separation will have enhanced your value, too., in the world
to which you are returning. Even if you have accomplished
nothing, even if you have scamped or missed all the sights
worth seeing, you have at least been there and back; and
you cannot help knowing that an account, however bald, of
doings, however ordinary, acquires a certain ex qfficio glamour
or impressiveness by reason of the fact that they were done at
a distance. You think with satisfaction of the exotic galaxy of
labels which stars your luggage, of the curious things which it
contains, of the stories you will have to tell... .

The stories you will have to tell.. . . The English language is
too often ambiguous. There are two possible meanings to that
sentence, but in your innocence you overlook the other one,
the one wjtdch conveys compulsion, the one which ought to
end "whether you like it or not".

It is natural that you should overlook it. You have never
before played the Returned Traveller; you have no reason to
suspect how tedious and shameful a role this is. But once you
have played it you can never forget its peculiar humiliations.

Watching the Portuguese ventriloquist thunder purpose-
fully up and down his narrow beat as we crawled across the
seas towards Lisbon, I knew that it was the memory of these
humiliations which qualified my delight in returning, which
threatened the validity of the lunatic's formula, which made"
it less marvellous than it ought to have been to leave off. In